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The_Nightmare___.__and the Damage Done 


by Matt Gibson 
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June 23 2008 was A Nightmare & A Cata- 
clysm’s last show, and coming to the end of 
an era being one of the longest-running punk 
bands in town, I’d like to share some of the 
things that I’ve learned from my experience. 


1, Never drive the van faster than 70 
miles per hour. The truth is that most 
punk bands are broke, so unless you’re some 
kind of trust-fund daddy’s boy, your van is 
probably old and shitty. Even if you’re going 
downhill and it seems like it would be okay, 
don’t push it. We stood on the side of the 
Maryland highway and watched our old van 
burn in twenty-foot flames on our way home 
from playing Long Island, NY. The windows 
exploded out the sides from the heat. It 
wasn’t just the five of us either; we had three 
members of Last of All from Osaka, Japan 
with us, not even a full day into the U.S. 
When we stopped the van, it was dripping 
burning oil from the engine. We all rushed 
out leaving wallets, cell phones, computers, 
Passports, shoes, well, everything, and we 
watched it all burn to ash. Don’t drive the 
van faster than 70 miles per hour. 


2. Be very grateful for who you meet 
on tour. You never know who (if anyone) 
will come to your shows and your potential for 
meeting cool people can be very high. When 
we rolled into Kansas City, we didn’t know 
anyone but got hooked up with this cool dude 


named Mark. Mark and his girlfriend Peaches 
let us and Phelegethon stay at their house 

for three days (during which we saw some 
dude smash a vodka bottle over his head and 
proceed to eat the glass). We were nine total 
strangers and he extended his generosity (in- 
cluding his house and mechanical skills) to us 
for what seemed like forever. We played Kan- 
sas City twice in those three days, and Mark 
never heard us play a note, but that didn’t 
keep him from being totally cool and meeting 
us as people instead of as some faceless band. 


3. The scene is always fleeting. Nothing 
in punk rock is set in stone, especially the plac- 
es you play or the bands you play with. You 
may not believe it to look at the scene today, 
but when we started back in 2002, Lexington 
actually had a decent punk scene. There were 
lots of local bands and different show promot- 
ers, even a half-dozen indie venues. Over the 
years we played the 319 Maxwell St. House, 
the Holwyn Underground (HUG), the WRFL 
Production Booth, the Bow House, Short Street 
Lounge, the Wildcat Infoshop, the Dame, 
Busters, High Street YMCA, Gardenside YWCA, 
Beaumont YMCA, Underlying Themes, the Red 
Planet, CD Central, UK Student Center park- 
ing lot (impromptu after Underoath refused 

to play), 129 Clay Avenue House, Third Street 
Stuff, and even more that I can’t remember, 
all in Lexington. But looking at this list, there 
are hardly any of these places that still have 
shows. Everything that happens in the scene 


happens because people make it happs 
of the places on this list weren’t “venues, 
were just places (usually personal homes) wt 
people made shows happen. The scene is alwe 
fleeting, and it takes a lot of work from dedicated 
individuals to keep things alive and thriving. 


4. You can do it. The most significant lesson 
that I learned from being in A Nightmare & A Cata- 
clysm is that anyone can do what we did. Five 
years ago when we decided to start this band, I 
could barely even play my bass, but it wasn’t my 
talent (or lack thereof) that got things started. I 
approached friends and acquaintances and formed 
life-long bonds through a shared passion for mu- 
sic, and it was our desire to participate in some- 
thing together where we could meet new people 
and have new experiences that got things started. 
Even though we weren't successful in the com- 
mercial view, we feel like we achieved some great 
things. Most of you reading this may have never 
heard us, but WE TOURED JAPAN. That's right, 

a punk band from Lexington went to Japan and 
toured and made good friends on the other side 

of the world. We even toured stateside five times: 
through the northeast twice, midwest once, and 
southeast twice. We booked all the shows our- 
selves and met lots of great people along the way. 
We played in houses and bars and basements, cof- 
fee shops and record stores, art galleries and even 
the St. John’s Optimist Club (bingo hall) nestled 
in a corn field in Illinois. Wherever we wer 
found other people excited and i 
music, and not just pul 
played with 


, sizes, and genres be- 
y good to be elite. It misses 
to dismiss anyone just because 
play the same kind of music you do. 
were just five dudes and we made it happen 
for ourselves. We didn’t wait for anyone to tell us 
we could be a band or for the skies to open up for 
a divine blessing, we just did it the best way we 
knew how. And it worked. 
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Adapt, Survive, Consume 


by Jeremy Russell 


Chopped and Screwed into Evolution 


T want to share with you a review of two 
albums that fit together (for me) in a 
peculiarly fecund way. Only one of them is 
relatively new, arriving at the end of 2007. 
The other was released in 2002. 

The former is Ghoul Detail’s Consumer- 

ist Audiology. Ghoul Detail is a one man 
band from the UK whose label is Roil Noise 
found at roilnoise.com and much of whose 
output can also be found at soundclick. 
com (though the album under discussion 

is found at smellthestench.net). It is an 
outfit producing dronescapes that traffic 
heavily in sampledom’s creepier moments. 
I was turned on to Ghoul Detail by a single 
sentence in an album review. It said, “It’s 
no wonder this guy was picked to do the 
soundtrack for a new film on serial killer Ed 
Gein, this is as loud as quite gets.” 

The latter is Tribes of Neurot’s Adapta- 

tion & Survival. For those who don’t know, 
Tribes of Neurot is the side Project of metal 
mavens Neurosis, They once recorded an 
album called Grace that served as the more 
ambient counterpart to Neurosis’ Times of 
Grace and was meant to be played in tan- 
dem with it. Adaptation & Survival seriously 
ups the ante on that kind of gesture. It first 
came to my attention when I ran across 
mention of it in an article on pretentious 
conceptual music. 

Both albums are fashioned out of heavily 
manipulated field recordings. In the case 
of Consumerist Audiology you get a trip to 
the grocery store (a single one-hour and 
six-minute track with the real noise pay- 
off coming in those last six minutes). In 
Adaptation & Survival’s case you get insect. 
sounds, The Cd is a double disc set. Origi- 
nally all the tracks on the first disc were 
released on different size vinyl: 5s, 7s, 
10”s, etc, that the listener was supposed to 
be able to play on different record players 


» throughout a room (at whatever speeds the 


listener felt inclined to spin them) simulta- 
neously. On the Cds the second disc is one 
thirty-four minute version of such a mix. 
When I first got the itch to write this review 
I wanted to pull the stunt of placing the 
emphasis on confusion of scale like blimp 
Passengers or people on top of buildings in 
New York do when they look down and go, 


TRIBES OF NEUROT 


“Oh my god, look at the people, they look so small, 
they look like insects!” I wanted to say, on the one 
hand we have field recordings of human activity 
and on the other we have field recordings of insect 
activity yet, eerily, in the finally analysis, they sound 
remarkably similar. Unfortunately, I’ve listened to 
these damn things enough to stop feeling like I can 
get away with such a statement. They don’t really 
sound remarkably similar. They can sound similar 
but they can just as easily sound equally dissimilar. 
But there is something in the way of a significant 
similarity going on here. I think it has something to 
do with the way they render the familiar foreign and 
vise versa. 

These are both soundtracks evoking many an alien 
landscape from any number of Sci-Fi flicks. If you 
were to guess the locales in which Ghoul Detail 
records you'd hear the supermarket but you might 
also fancy Grand Central Station / the subway / 
Holland Tunnel / an airport terminal / a submarine 
/ a spaceship / hubbub on the Martian streets in 
Total Recall. It will take you elsewhere. You could 
even play this while you were in the grocery store 
and instead of discovering perfect sync I think you'd 
discover the place slightly altered. In the Neurot re- 
cording you'll hear insects aplenty. But you'll fancy a 
lot of other stuff as well. You're liable to hear frogs 
/swamp boats / alarms / helicopters / airplanes / 
pod-racers / shit, the sound fx for any one (or all 
three) of the Star Wars prequels. It'll take you else- 
where too. Hell, it'll take me to where I desperately 
wish I had the vinyl and I’m not a vinylphile. 

These transmute the everyday into the exotic and, 
at the same time, grant license to a countertrans- 
mutation. Packaging the everyday in the exotic in 

a way that is useable everyday can just bring more 
of the everyday to the everyday (albeit exotically). 
The matter here is movement and music has always 
been one of the articulators par excellence of move- 
ment. It articulates movement of mood / movement 
of motif / movement of memory. There are folks 
who will tell you there is nothing new under the 
sun. Maybe they’re right. Maybe there isn’t. Maybe 
there's just manipulation (like the movement of 
Chess or Go pieces that are believed to remain the 
same through changes in configuration). But with 
manipulation like this who needs them to be wrong? 
All hail the old notes anew. All hail the old flesh 
afresh. All hail the mutant music hath wrought. All 
hail the playing (in more senses than one) of its 
game. Mr. Bungle at a funeral anyone? Sunn O))) at 
your cousin’s wedding? 


“| sooo have a mark er” and other gems 


by Ainsley Wagoner 


You know you're in a metropolis when 
there are building-side murals worth of 
tagging and you know you've got a rich 
history with bathroom walls like WRFUs. 
Our bathroom walls are legendary- a 
physical heritage of our sense of humor, 
feuds, relationships, breakups, and 
plenty of pointlessness. 

During the 20th anniversary festivities it 
came to light that at one time the walls 
were repainted or touched up every 
year like the rest of campus. After a 
while, however, the facilities managers 
gave up. Too much was graffiti-ed over 
each fresh coat of paint for the effort to 
be worth it. 

One small triumph for the radio station, 
one less thing for the janitors to do. 
Now future and current generations 
have endless entertainment when visit- 
ing the toilet- whichever way we face. 
I've spent many an extra minute on the 
throne just trying to take it all in. I fell 
in love with the utter sarcasm of the 
bathroom walls- the anonymous argu- 
ments, the attacks on noise music. I 
watch with parents’ pride as new state- 
ments surface and old ones are added 
to and commented upon. Whether it’s 
attributing unholy rants to Oscar Wilde 
or brilliantly and playfully disguising 
expletives into cartoon characters, one 
thing's for sure — WRFL has personality. 
Here’s a small sampling of my favorites: 


Favorite rant: 

This station is not your private little in- 
die snob club!!! It is college radio which 
is funded by the thousands of students 
you have alienated! 

(and in response): Thousands? Are you 
sure? 

(in response to response): Maybe 4 or 
LF 


Favorite unprompted declarations: 
Let’s go do some crimes 

Eat meat or KILL YRSELF 

Yes Dear is a good show! 

I'd rather be shitting to WRFL 


And my all-time favorite: 

One time I was at the grocery store 
stacking bananas in an orderly manner 
and I saw this Swedish woman with a 
really cool BUTT. 


The funnest part about the bathroom 
walls is that I may know the people 
who wrote many of these things. But 
the messages remain anonymous and 
lam their secret admirer. I’ve yet to 
contribute personally, because I am so 
in awe of the wit and crassness that 

I would just be an imitator. Find your 
own favorites, but leave the authors 
unknown. Without Santa and the Easter 
Bunny the wonder of our bathroom 
literature is one of the last things to 
believe in. 
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by chuck o. 


grandparents’ era serious! 


It was quite by accident. I’dyqne to an an- 
tique shop I hadn’t been to in oVeca year. The 
last time I was there they had an ol@geauty & 
the Beast postcard I liked but wouldn’t Pw 
chase at the steep price of ten dollars. How 
ever, Id dreamt about it recently and begun to 
think perhaps that changes its value. Anyway, 
they actually had it still. I guess other folks 
thought ten was a bit steep too and none of 
them went on to dream about it from there. 
But that’s another story. 


While at the antique shop I ran across an old 
record player. This thing wasn’t like the old 
ones we're accustomed to seeing in mov- 

ies and such though. It didn’t have a vinyl 
platter with a big horn spiraling off the top 
of it. No, instead it looked like a baby coffin. 
I'm not trying to push any conceptual but- 
tons here. It really looked like a baby coffin. 
It was a rectangular box with a curved top, 
slightly tapered ends and trim that ran around 
the bottom and top outside edges. It opened 
lengthwise and on the concave curve of the 
inside, the top said “Edison” in an ol’ timey 
black and gold insignia. “Wow,” was all I said 
to the proprietor. I walked around and around 
the thing. He came over and looked at me 
looking. “That's pretty neat,” I said, “does it 
still work?” He cranked the hand-crank on the 
side. It had a metal spindle positioned cross- 
ways in the center. On top of the spindle was 
a circular disc about the size of a silver-dollar. 
The antique shop guy twisted a little thumb 
tab sticking out of a cast iron T that rode on a 
guide-rod running parallel to the spindle along 
the box's interior surface. The top of it raised 


Ny CatCulatioONns are COFect, 


thing hits 160 RPM you're going |to hear some serious jams—like great 


the metal disc. Underneath the disc was a needle that looked about as 
cumbersome as the grease fittings on a Mac truck (no delicate reading 
instrument here [you'd probably never ruin that one by scratching]). He 
picked up a blue cylinder and slid it onto the spindle. Then he turned the 
thumb tab and dropped the needle onto the cylinder and I heard a tinny, 
chintzy waltz but a waltz nonetheless. It half surprised me. I wondered 
where the sound was coming from. The little silver-dollar sized disc had 
a small tube on the back of it that dropped down into the bottom of the 
box at the rear. I picked the box up and looked at the speaker grate on 
its front (made of metal no less) and, wouldn’t you know, that little tube 
turned into a full-blown horn as it spread out inside the player. “When 
was this made?” I asked. “This one was made in 1906,” he said pointing 
to a manufacturing tag. 


The antique shop closed at five. At four all the other customers had 
vanished so the shopkeeper pulled out his stash. He had a large card- 
koard box full of additional cylinders and we spent the next hour listen- 
°No different ones. I inspected one of them while we were listening. 
hem were blue on the outside (with a few black ones) and had 


porous white material on the inside. I, like nearly 
everyone else, had heard that the first record- 
ing medium was wax but this seemed like pretty 
funky wax—way more durable than I’d imagined 
it would be. Latter I would look it up online and 
find out that only the first cylinders were made 
of wax and were replaced with celluloid, one of 
the premiere plastics, because they tended to 
become brittle and/or succumb to mold damage 
rather easily. The inside was made of com- 
pressed paper but was compressed so tightly 
that it was more like soft concrete than paper 
mache. You could scratch it with your fingernail 
but it was pretty solid. The dude even had a col- 
lection of virgin cylinders that he sold to collec- 
tors. These were still in the cardboard tubes they 
came in—blue tubes with a picture of Edison But here 
on the side that looked like it was lifted from a 
colorized black & white film. To really make the 
occasion seem special (it sooo totally worked) he 
popped the cap on one of them and we listened 
to it too. 


of those hand-held jukebox jobbies. It’s just a puny little half gig iriver 
but it’ll still hold six hours or so of music and it’s barely bigger than the 
single AA battery that goes into it. You all are most likely familiar with 
the transparent technology problem (eyeglasses are usually the token 
example). It’s technology that’s so visible it becomes invisible / so ubiq- 
uitous it recedes into the background where, as background qua back- 
ground, it becomes hard to pay attention to, question or talk about in a 
Pxqductive fashion. I’ve often tried to do this with the mp3 player. I've 
oftePNkought, “wow, it’s a- ... -mazing ... -stounding ... a- ... -something 
that we ge&so much out of so little”. I’ve tried to repair those dinky ear- 
phone speaketsHow can things you need tweezers to manipulate pro- 
duce all the sound$\gu could wish to hear? But the wow moments are 
usually fairly brief. ShoPty after they start I go back to taking that shit 
for granted and move on toyanething else because, after all, everybody 
has them and how can somethjBso unsingular be so miraculous? 


something I didn’t have the luxury of taking for granted. 
Con't see these things every day. In fact, I’ve never seen one before 
in my life. I remember years back I read something that inspired an 


The experience was made out of awesome. I 
couldn't believe I was beset with such a bevy of 
impressions, And from such rudimentary stimu- 
lus. I was thinking “I can’t believe this thing still 
works, it’s not even electric” and, conversely, 
I was thinking “of course it still works, it’s not —_—_ a 


more than necessary and dey were machined. CREAT CIFTS 
GREAT COFFEE 


from solid steel billets not cast out of pot-metal 
or made of plastic. There weren’t many (if any) 
superfluous levers or movement mechanisms to 
have broken over the years. It was a model of 
economy and efficiency. 
While inspecting this device I became aware of 
another. I was wearing headphones around my 
| neck. The cord ran down to my pocket where 
it plugged into my mp3 player. This is not one 


answering machine message that went like this: 
“Did you know, when recording devices were 
first introduced half the people exposed to them 
for the first time freaked way out over hearing 
human sounds disembodied from flesh and blood 
sources and thought the voices demonic and 

the machines satanic? If you’d like to let some 
demons of your own loose in our apartment feel 
free to do so at the tone.” That message lasted 
until my companion’s fear of it turning off a 
prospective employer resulted in its demise. But 
the point is, even then, I liked that tidbit of trivia. 
I liked it enough to be inspired by it and make 
an answering machine message out of it. I even 
got it intellectually. But, in getting it intellectu- 
ally, I don’t think I felt it. I didn’t really “get it”. 
Listening to the Edison Amberola, though, I was 
starting to get it. I kept thinking “with this thing 
being over a century old I’m hearing people that 
are not only gone but looong gone / no, I’m not 
hearing those people I’m hearing their voices / 
no, I'm not even hearing their voices I’m hearing 
a mechanical reproduction, an analog, an approx- 
imate / I’m listening to a machine (yet one that 
sounds so uncannily human {it’s a damn convinc- 
ing approximate for one so old [I bet the actual 
waltzes sounded more similar than dissimilar to 
this]})." 

“A gaze and a voice that cannot be pinned down 
to any particular bearer tend to acquire excep- 
tional powers.” (Miran Bozovic from the intro to 
Bentham’s “Panopticon Writings”) 


This is the same power that the Wizard in The 
Wizard of Oz or Charlie from Charlie's Angels 
deployed to such dramatic effect. We're used to 
witnessing the power but we elide, all too easily, 


the generator. Even in the case of the Wizard of Oz's unmasking we 
go from omnipotent visage to frail geriatric without much in the way 
of clues about forces and factors that play into translation from one to 
the other. 


My mother is of the old skool clan that thinks we've lost something 

in the way of compass points as a society—that our abiding direction 
is to hell in the proverbial handbasket. She likes old folks, traditions 
and nurses idealized notions of less complex times and simpler ways. 
Ordinarily I don’t sympathize much. If, though, you introduce a virus 
through the right agent someone who is customarily immune can eas- 
ily become susceptible and music is the horse you can load all manner 
of Trojans in to get me to let them through the gate. While comparing 
the two instruments I've been talking about I felt a moment of ... I felt 
a moment of ... I don’t know ... 

The connection between the thing on the table and the thing in my 
pocket was tugging at me. It said, “that’s how we got here, we started 
there” (e.g. it took the player’s needle four minutes to traverse the 
length of a cylinder—meaning that most of the recordings were three 


minutes and something in duration (perhaps 
a precedent we are still dealing with). These 
two items held between them a history that 
threatened to explode their proximity—a pro- 
cess with depth and dimension and richness. 
It’s what Hans Georg Gadamer called a “Fusion 
of Horizons” and when it happens to you it has 
a potency that threatens to push it across the 
threshold into the sublime. You realize that we 
are not living in an age of exhaustion. The past 
has not used everything up or, similarly, the past 
is not all used up. It and whole hosts of things 

it entails are crammed into nooks and crannies 
everywhere—dense charges of meaning practi- 
cally lying in ambush / waiting to spring miracu- 
lously into the open at the right cue. I use the 
word “miraculously” reservedly here. It’s not one 
I’m entirely comfortable with. All the same, I 
think it would be tough to deny them altogether 
or, at least, mini-ones anyway. I know what it 
was I was trying to say that I felt earlier (and as 
cheesy as it may be I’m going to say it anyway) 
I felt ... a moment of connection to history in a 
very profound way. 


The owner of this little antique shop made my 
day and I told him so. I doubt I'll be coming 

up with the six-hundred dollars for that cultural 
artifact anytime soon. I also doubt that I'll need 
to. I suspect, ultimately, my take-away from 
the experience would be hard to keep in a box 
(even though it came out of one). Besides, 
thanks in no small part to this machine, I can 


take the music with me. sae i 
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by Brian Connors Manke 


, the movie and the musical is a cultural phenomenon. On the silver 
screen, on Broadway, in high school auditoriums and community theaters 
around the globe, it has sustained a mass appeal that is stupefying. 


Then there is Grease 2 — the 1982 movie that most notably stars a young 
Michelle Pfeiffer as head Pink Lady Stephanie Zinone. Let me briefly take a 
moment here to wax on Pfieffer’s career. In 1980 she made her film debut 
in The Hollywood Knights — a raucous comedy that has never received its 
proper due (rent it!!). Then Grease 2 — then Scarface in 1983. She has some 
superb moments after that, but for me, 1980-83 has to be considered the 
pinnacle of her contribution to the industry. 


The list of other actors involved in Grease 2 includes some personal favorites 
like Adrian Zmed — probably best known as officer Vince Romano in the TV 
show T.J. Hooker, or Tom Hanks’ buddy in Bachelor Party. Also, the wonder- 


ful Christopher McDonald — who could be known in/for numerous rolls, but for 
whatever reason I'll mention that he was Adam Sandler's nemesis, Shooter, in 
Happy Gilmore. 


The legendary Sid Caesar is Coach Calhoun. Sid Caesar, people! Connie Stevens, 
Tab Hunter and Judy Garland’s other daughter Lorna Luft. It's an ensemble that 
seriously intrigues and perplexes to no end. 


Granted, that doesn’t add up to any stellar performances, and the script could 
have been written in approximately the same amount of time I’m putting into 
writing this. And even though there are moments in the movie that are genu- 
inely funny to me — like Blanche playing Stephen Foster’s “Swanee River” on the 
xylophone for the school’s morning announcements — I am not so blind to it, 
that I am unable to admit that the movie, for cinematic value, generally sucks. It 
does. 


At one point, I considered writing a highbrow analysis of the film. I wondered if 
it warranted being viewed as camp, or if it needed an academic and cinematic 
breakdown on the theme of the post-modern male identity expressed through 
black leather jackets and motorcycles, or some other convoluted bullshit like 
that — but I'll let the academics argue in circles over such frivolity (although, let 
the record state that I would kick their ass in such debates if Grease 2 suddenly 
becomes hot in academic circles). 


Forget all that, though, because I’m simply here to defend Grease 2’s only de- 


fensible value — the music. Yes, it’s extremely cheesy. But I promise you this — 
if you open up your heart and let the music of Grease 2 flow through you, you 
will find it to be addicting, uplifting — even spiritual perhaps. 


“Score Tonight” — Sex and bowling. I love bowling. The first time I bowled 
over a 200 in my life is still a cherished memory. I think, just maybe, I might 
have even scored sex like a game of bowling — and this song could be the 
reason why. The first time I ever ‘did it’ I was probably just looking to break 
100 — and limit my gutter balls. And when I ‘sexed’ a 200 I knew I had be- 
come a full-fledged man. OK, I never really did this — but I do love bowling 
and would love to get a perfect 300 in either bowling or sex. 

“Cool Rider” — One of the things ya gotta love about Grease 2 is that, al- 
though they are supposed to be going to high school in the ‘50s, there are 
numbers like this that sound completely like they were written in 1982. A 
great example is when Pfeiffer takes a stab at “Cool Rider,” as it would have 
fit wonderfully on any number of Pat Benetar’s records around that time. My 
brain is permeated with Pat Benatar. My older sister, of course named Patty, 
thought she was Pat Benatar — she even had the look nailed. Because of this, 
I know every last guitar lick that guitarist Neil Geraldo ever served up. I don’t 
consider this to be detrimental to my musical palette, but undoubtedly some 
would argue otherwise. 


“Charades” — Another ‘80s beauty — this one is a dead ringer for an Air Supply 
song. I’m pretty sure it inspired soap opera star Jack Wagner to find his big hit 
“All I Need.” Those things aside, I find it to be a melodramatic masterpiece — 
no really, I do. 


“Who's That Guy?” — Everyone's first encounter with the mysterious dude 

on the motorcycle features this tune that has awesome “whoa, oh oh’s” that 
propel an inspiring chorus. I sing this all the time when I’m trying to remem- 
ber someone's name that I forgot. It doesn’t help me remember, but it does 
get me strange looks I get when I’m singing it really loud in public. This leads 
to people asking themselves “Who's THAT guy”? I somehow consider that a 
minor victory. 


“Prowlin” — Johnny (Zmed) tells his brethren that he knows the ultimate place 
to pick up the ladies — the grocery store, of course. The presentation of the 
song is entirely bizarre as female checkout clerks seductively shadow dance 
while the T-Birds deliver lines like this: 


Here's a female butcher, at the luncheon meat display 
Got the best tongue in town, she delivers both night and day! 


www.seventh-seal.com 


A few years ahead of its time, lyrics like these would soon dominate the late 
’80s hair metal scene. 


“Reproduction” — Can you sense a theme here? Yeah, this movie loves singing 
about sex. This song is in the vein of a big Broadway number, and it’s actually 
done really well. We would be wise to use it in sex education classes around 
the country today. I’m not sure it would slow teen pregnancy, but at least ev- 
eryone could sing and dance as part of their exam. 


“Do It For Our Country” — The ‘do it’ being the patriotic call for sex that takes 
place in a bomb shelter as air raid sirens roar in the background. If you watch 
this around the 4th of July, it will really get you choked up. 


Yeah, let's do it for our country, the red, white, and the blue. 
It's Uncle Sam who's asking, so your mother will approve. 


Important Note: The version of this song on the soundtrack is inexplicably 
missing the female vocal part — but you can just YouTube the scene to get the 
full effect. I mention this only because of the inevitable run on Grease 2 sound- 
tracks being downloaded or purchased after this article hits the streets. 


So many tunes that demand the attention of yourears — so give Grease 2)an- 
other chance, or a first chance. In closing, Barack Obama loves Grease 2. 
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there's a point where being left behind has its 
own appeal. humidity rises, time slows, pools 
open, 15,000 assholes magically disappear, all- 
hours drinking becomes socially acceptable. in 
summer, everyone is a barfly. given the lack of 
much excitement (barring an excellent prelude 
in the form of FreeKy Fest), and with the univer- 
sally piqued interests in lexington’s development, 
specifically the development relating to the 

main street corridor and proposed centrepoint® 
complex, now is as good a time as any to assess 
the good and bad. much like WRFL’s semi- 
annual argument over the constituent elements 
of acceptable college radio, the city as whole 

is at odds with its aspirations and its own base 
tendencies, continuously imploding and expand- 
ing upon itself, depending on your perspective. 
Trevor Tremaine said (paraphrased) that people 
complain about how nothing's going on, but he 
appreciates Lexington for that reason: because 
nothing is stopping you from being as weird as 
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by andrew stith 


to be a worthy contender. several enthusiasts 
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ing shack). at the sam 


requisite closed-arm slouch. Ross Compton him- 
self said that he believed the icehouse’s demise 
would motivate people desperate for different 


music to find or open other venues for shows and 
so far, he’s right. 


my friend Jim has played music in various capaci- 
ties for a while and he finally made the effort to 
record some of his own songs. we talked about his 
plans to release them, and he expressed some- 
thing pretty close to Trevor's assessment: that the 
town had just enough happening to keep people 
around but not enough that they would miss an 
event. so, in some perverse way, maybe having 

a limited number of places to choose for music 
helps foster a scene of bedroom savants and hob- 
byists. maybe by starving the population you keep 
them perpetually hungry, and thus more open, for 
whatever scraps of zest and effort that roll their 
way. maybe the fact that noise trios, psychedelic 
garage bands, alt-rock throwbacks, and drone- 
doom duets can all play the same basements and 
barroom floors the same night means something 
special. or as Jim said, instant feedback. you can 
see and hear what people think, instead of fight- 
ing for attention because everyone was some- 


phistry, so pay attention: ideally, blue 
Id be relaxed or rescinded, entrepreneur- 
ould be rewarded, permanent all-ages 
jould be economically viable, and grants 
nds would be freely given to all those 


with igh chutzpah to open a gallery, or bar, or 
studi venue. as it is, we are stuck being one 
of th ly bastions of fecklessness and impurity 


ole bible-belt swath of the ohio valley. 


such e lay of the land here in bourbon and 
hor ntry. until that magical day, we can all 
help forming our capitalist responsibilities 


ming. keep going out, buying drinks, 

ie New spaces, seeing new music. if you 
it, put something together yourself. i 
newberry won't stop you. 


? support independent art (i.e. put up $ 
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Summer 2008 | Fall 2008 


YS Black Keys — Attack & Releas _ Stereolab — Chemical Chords 
ANWAGCK & MELEASE Black Angels — Directions to See A Ghost *. TV on the Radio- Dear Science 
Portishead — Third Laika & Cosmonauts - Cosmopolis 
”. Sic Alps — A Long Way Around to shortcut * Ratatat — LP3 
Nick Cave & The Bad Seed: j, Lazarus Dig!!! ‘. Beck - Modern Guilt 
©. No Age — Nour ©. Music Tapes — For Clouds and Tornadoes 
My Morning Jacket — Evil Urge Gang Gang Dance — Saint Dymphna 
Al Green — Lay It Dov ©. Vivian Girls — Vivian Girls 
1. King Khan & The Shrines — The Supreme Genius of 9. Deerhoof — Offend Maggie 
King Khan & The Shrines 10. Dungen - 4 
Bonnie ‘Prince’ Billy je Down in the Light 11. D. Byrne B. Eno — Everything That Happens Will 
1 Mission of Burma he Definitiv itior Happen Today 
| Indian Jewelry ~ Free Gold |. Dressy Bessy — Holler and Stomp 
t Microphone he Glow Pt ). Clinic - FUNF 
‘ Beck — Modern Guilt !4. Karl Blau — Nature's Got A Way 
Gnarls Barkley — The Odc ple 15. Witch - Paralyzed 
Clinic Do It! 16. Jolie Holland -— The Living and the Dead 
Man Man — Rabbit Ha *, Women - Women 
Mudhoney — The Lucky One §. Religious The Door 
Natalie Portman’s Shaved Head — Glistening ) Mogwai — The Hawk is Howling 
Pleasure \. Rainbow Arabia — The Basta 
Beach House — Devotion 21. Okkerv r — The Stand-In: 2 5 
These Are Powers — Taro Tarot EF 22. Nightmares on Wax — Thought So CARRIED TO DUET 
The Kills — Midnight Boom 2). Brightblack Morning Light — Motion To Rejoin 7 : 
Animal Collective -Water Curses EP ‘4. Cause Co-Motion — It’s Time ij , 
Atlas Sound — Let the Blind Lead Those Who Can «>. Dr. Dog - Fate 
See But Cannot Feel “©. Of Montreal — Skeletal Lamping 
Silver Jews — Lookout Mountain Lookout Sea .”, Dreadful Yawns — Take Shape 
Dr Dog — Fate ©. Calexico — Carried To Dust 
Elvis Costello & The Attractions — Momofuku de With 
' Flight of the Conchords — Flight of the Conchords Boo 
Daedelus — Love to Make Music To '. Tobacco — Fucked Up Friends 


Wolf Parade — At Mount Zoomer 


lexington’s great independent music sted 
New & used CDs, DVDs, Vinyl ° DISC! 


www.cdcentralmusic.com 


